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crx I.—Mrs. Cano E 8 Houſe, 
Dy Mrs. Cantet and . 
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14 


3 | Mrs, CamoniLy, 


Bet. No, Madam but here 8 4 ſtrange "I | f 1 

vant. 2 
Mrs. Cam. True; Mrs. Cockletop deſired me, 72 

as I paſſed along Charing-Croſs, to inquire for - » 


dne for her at the Regiſter- office, —Ha, ha, ha! WEIS 2-7 I 


She's too fine a lady to look after thee Khingy + 
herſelf. | — Fes 1 
Bet, Walk up, young man. [Br Derry. e 24 


o 
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Enter Joxv. * 8 3 
J. Sarvant (nods). | ** 12 | 
- Mrs. Cam. Quite' a ruſtic 1—How y long N MI 
you been in town? e 
Joey. Our town? „ 
"ts Cam. London. 
AZ 7 
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Feey. J thought as how you meant our towri. 
I com'd from Yerkſop, in the county of Norfolk; 
to get a place. 

Mrs. Cain. Your, name? 

Joey. What of it? 

Mrs. Cam. What is it? 

Joey. Oh, my name is Joey; but volks call'd 
me Mr. Joey all the way up, thof I com'd upon 
the coach roof; for, as it's near Chriſtmas time, 
all the inſide paſſengers were turkeys. I quitted 
our village in a huff with one Nan Holliday, my 
ſweetheart ; cauſe why ? ſhe got jealous, and ſaucy 

iven. 

Mrs. Cam. The wages that this Lady gives to 
her footboy, are eight guineas a year. 

Joey. Guineas! that won't do, I muſt have 
eight pounds! 

Mrs. Cam. Well, if you inſiſt upon pounds, 
ha, ha, ha! 

Joey. Oh, I'm hired! (lays his hat and ftick on 
the table.) 

Mrs. Cam. You can give and take a meſſage ? 

Joey. Yes, lure. | 

(A loud knocking bent. ) 

Mrs. Cam. Then let's ſee— Run. 

Joey. Where? 

Mrs. Cam. To the door, you blockhead. 

Joey (goes to the room door and ſtands). Well, I 
be's at the door What now? 

Ars. Cam. Open the ſtreet door. 

Foey. Oh! (going.) Here comes a lady ! 

Mrs. Cam. Come up when you hear the bell. 

Joey. Theſe gentlefolks don't moind what trou- 


8 Cam. Belinda! 


dle they give a poor ſarvant man. [Exits 
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Enter BELIN DA. 


Bel. My dear friend ! I've quitted Southampton 
boarding-ſchool, without leave though. 

Mrs. Cam. My ſweet girl, I'm very glad to ſee 
you; but is this a prudent ſtep ! 

Bel. To be ſure, when I was kept there fo long 
againſt my will by my aunt. 

Mrs. Cam. Ah, Belinda, confeſs the truth : 
wasn't it to ſee your uncle's nephew, Frank, that i 
you have ſcamper'd up to town? 1 

Bel. Ha, ha, ha! Pon my honor, you're a witch: | 
but ſuppoſe ſo, why not? you and I were ſchool- 
fellows t'other day, yet, here you're married: but ; 
apropos, how is your huſband ? | 

Mrs. Cam. The Doctor is well. A 

Bel. You're already happy with the man you 
love, while I'm kept at a boarding-ſchool, when 2 
] am able even to teach my dancing-maſter. 4 

Mrs. Cam. Why, my dear Belinda, ſince your 
Jaſt letter, I've been planning ſchemes how to 
make you happy with the man you love. 

Bel. My good creature, do tell me! 

Mrs. Cam. You know if your uncle Mr. Cockle- 
top's tooth but aches, he fancies he'll die di- 
rectly if he hasn't my huſband Dr, Camomile's 
advice; he's the grand oracle of his health; the ; 
barometer and thermometer of his animal ſyſtem. IS 
Now, as the Doctor is at Wincheſter on a viſit ca 7 
ſome of his College chums, and won't leave his 
good orthodox bottle of old port to viſit him here 

in London, he ſhall viſit the Doctor at Win 
cheſter, if we can but get your uncle to leave town; ., + 
on that hangs my grand ſcheme for the eſtabliſh. 
ment of you and Frank. -— Tour aunt's maid . 
Flounce, and Mr. N a 
gfecerates, h 
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Bel. Oh, Fanning | but I muſt know it 
thou. 


Enter Joey, Hands ſome time. 


Joey. Well! 
Bel. And well! 
Joey. I'm com'd up as you bid me. 
Mrs. Cam. But you ſhou'dn't have come till 
you heard the bell. 
Joey. And, wounds! it's wringing yonder 
enough to pull the church-ſteeple down, 
Mrs. Cam. and Bel. Ha, ha, ha! . 
Mrs. Cam. Joey, carry thoſe to your new 
maſter's.— (To BELIxpA) Plants and ſimples, 
cull'd for him by the Doctor; z your uncle will now 7 
be a botaniſt as well as an, antiquarian. * takes 35 
2p the .; 2 2 
Bel. Ha, ha, ha! But my toniſh aunt's new- | 
fangled rage for private theatricals, are to the full 
as unaccountably ridiculous as my crazy uncle's 
paſſion for muſty antiquities. 
Mrs. Cam. Well, Belinda, I'm going there di- 
rectly on your affairs. 
Biel. My kind friend! L 
Mrs. Cam. Call a coach. —(Joxv takes his flick, 
and puts on BELINDA'S bat)—Ha, a, ha! why, 
you've put on the lady's hat! 
Joey (takes it off, then compares them). One 
= | wou'd think the lady had put on mine. 
| [ Exeunt Mrs, CaMoMILE and BELINDA. 
Tour London ladies are ſo manified with their 
7855 ſwich rantans, and their coats, and their waiſtcoats, 
- ©, . and watch-chain bobbities, and their tip-top hats, 
Aud their caulifiow'r cravats, that, ecod, no mark 
4 . Boy: being w6men but the f [ Exit. | 
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SCENE II. Mas. OCKLETOP'S Dreſing Room. 


Mrs. CockLETOP dj — at her toilet—FLouN« CE 
attending. 


Mrs. Coc. What a ſtrange incident my 1 marry- 
ing this old Mr. Cockletop! Pon my honor, 
were I ſingle, I'd have the moſt beautiful theatre 
in my houſe, and his nephew Frank ſhould be , 
the manager—of late he looks at me in a very 4 
particular manner; I can ſcarce think it poſſible :*>- - 
for thoſe features to ſtrike him with admiration/! _, 
(looking in the glaſs.) 715 
Flounce. Ma'am, thoſe features muſt ſtrike every 
body with admiration! (looking at herſe!f e 
glaſs over Mrs. CockLETOP's ſhoulder.) # 
Mrs. Coc. You flatter them? 
Flounce. Not in the leaſt, Ma'am ; but PR ne == 
ſignifies your beauty, or my kill in ſetting it off? 
my maſter, ſince he's turn'd his brain 
Mrs. Coc. Ay, fince my huſband has. com> 
menced antiquarian, with his curioſities = * 
Flounce. Foreign cockle-ſhells, mouldy R 
things, and all his old faſhion'd trumperies. 1 285 
dare ſay he'd fell you for the wing of a butterfly 9 | 
Mrs, Coc. F 3 I'll take * you to ſee Leer 
to-morrow night at Lord Rantum 8 Pries 
2 | 1 
Flounce. Thankye, Ma'am—But Miſa; 
maid told me, all of them except your 
made a ſtrange piece of bungling work of their play; -- 
there laſt Wedneſday. ee in, 5 2 
Mrs. Coc. Work | Oh heavens! If Sbasgeſpe 18 55 £2 
could have taken a peep at them, ha, bag x pr 9 
Romeo and Juliet the play |; . 


* 


18 * 
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4 the text>—Mrs. Melpomene inſiſting an error 
the preſs in!“ Juliet is the ſun:“ for, ſays ſhe, 
(mmicking,) „Isn't Juliet \a woman'y name!” — 

ertainly 1 e Sir Colly Comment (mi- 
22) And isn't Rome: talking to this very 
_ lady in the 1 * Moſt, certain, 


© Mem !''—< Oh, oh! then certainly,” ys ſhe, 
« the poet meant * of \Fuliet is the ſon, 


* that Romeo ſhould ſay, it is the Eaſt, and Juliet 
| is the daughter!” Ha, ha, ha !\then the Romeo 
and Paris were the real rivals for the love of- 
Was the Fultt—you know, Flouncey how I logk'd 
when I left my toilet here. | 

Flounce. Charming don't wonder if they fit 


\ 


about you! \ 


— 


tomb ſcene, Romeo, inſtead of a foil; (uſual in 
thoſe caſes,) whips out a\, ſword on 
County Paris, wh ſuppoling malice 
x before a lunge cou'd be made at him 
bo himſelf down, kicks up, his heels,\ and— 
Oh! dies very decently / Romeo full of remorſe 


hand meeting Ro 
Isa the co 
kind conduc © 
tomb totally forgot what he had to ſay next—1 
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Mrs. Coc. Flounce, you” re near it; * in the 


[Tooking * Ver the breathleſs body, and golng on 
with his Ypeech in the \guthor's. words, fays— 
«« Who hae we here? The noble County Rarig!| 
te one writ Mh me in ſour, misfortune's boyk— 
{'<< Give me thy hand.“ (minicking.) The good 
atured Count, eager to make up all animolity 


paw very Rodeo the dead, up\ went the 


' : 


o's with cordial ſhake. | 
ion af Naugh, occakoneg..þy this 


ro-on breaking open thq 


vain the prompter whiſpers the word—poor Juliet 
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Tous cold) I ſoftly bid him—< 8 peak 3 why 1 
don't you ſpeak?“ Ha, ha, ha! "He taking / 
it for what he ſhould ſay, with all the furor of 2 
diſtracted love, burſts out—* Speak, ſpeak! Oh! 


1 5 wy don't you ſpeak ?''—Ha, ha, ha ha !/( looks in 
_— p 


the glaſs.) 
». - ˖é 5 


"ow Jozy with the , _— it on the toilet. 


| Fog. My firſt piece of ſarvice in my new place. - 
5 El. 
Mrs. Coc. Ah! (/creams.) 


Enter C OCKLETOP with a ſmall ſcroll of parchment. 


(angrily) Aſtoniſhing, Mr. Cockletop! you won't 
even let me have my dreſſing-room to myſelf. _ | q 
Coc. Oh, Mrs. Cockletop, what a prize 1 
have bought one of the long-loſt books of Livy! a I 
manuſcript ſo capitally illegible that no man on ha | 

lobe can diſtinguiſh or read a letter of it 1 Les ras 
| = what change he has given me (reckoning money 
Flounce. Full of ſnails! (flinging the plants Y 

the Wable, Rnocks the ny out of EockLertor'F | 
band.) a [Extt.. 

Coc. The botanical plants from Doctor Camo- . 
mile r pick chem up, every leaf has. the © 
virtue wy 


1 Enter Frank in a riding dreſs, i —_ 
2 Franł. Will they heal my wounded pocket? $ 2! 
(picks up the money.) > 8 1 
Coc. Eh! what, you lizard ! (taking the note” W 
11885 bim.) The valuable imple #24 V9 5 


RF W r * 0 


Cor. From which d have diſtiled agua aqua mira- 


appearance equal to other 


foot (picking u 


Mrs. Coc., Hed. ofcen e may fall in his : 
2 : X $4 
( Frank. AF 1 95 t to „Du curi Sus medals, | 
camios or 1ntaziteg for you 


my. good antelope ? | 

ak. | was offerec ne old mot eaten | 
ene id Conde! Shakeſpeare t'ather | 
day for fourtęen andy 5 


- —2 „ 
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Mrs. Coc. Do, my dear, let poor F rank have 
a little money! 


A, 
% 


if 


is (gathers the leags). 
Frank. Your gener 
Coe. So rare |— 
Mr Cog. Conſider, 


y phew making au 


credit to you, as you're HN fo cit 
Coc. A curioſity |! 
Mrs. Coc. Give hitn-a few guixeas. 
Coc. Pennyroy — I'll give h — 4 colt's, 


the leaves). 


Coc. What! wed you buy Antiques for me, 


Coc/ Wha have it for 
Inine-pence ? and keep . 
che change : 4 

rank. fy, vir, a few guineaS"could never 


come in better time, as I'm juſt whip and ſpur, you 
ſee, hey! ſpank to Southampton. 
Mrs. Coc. (alarmed). Pray, Frank, what buſi- 

neſs have you there ? 

Frank. What, but to ſee my lovely couſin ! 
Coc. Eh! (puts up the money.) 
Mrs. Coc. Oh l' is that your buſineſs ? 

Coc. May be, you like 
Mrs. Coc. Ay, do you admire my niece? 

: ee, Admire ? 1 love her to diſtraction. 


Cee: 


3 Ne 
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- Coe, The ſweet girl I doat on myſelf (afide),— 


Get out of my houſe, you locuſt, — 

Mrs. Coc. Love her after all my fond hints ta 
him! (afide.) Oh, Sir, I remember rehearſing 
Imogen with you t other night, when I was to have 

ſainted in your arms. 

Coc. Ay, you villain, you ſtepped aſide and let 
my poor wife tumble down and knock her fine 
head againſt the braſs fender=—Take a double 
hop out of your two boots, you jackdaw! how dare 

you ſtand before your aunt with a horſewhip in your 


hand? Nerat - bring ber grey-hairs with 
Mrs, Coch 


Enter FLovunce. 


Flounce. Ma'am | Mrs, Camomile! -_.. 
Mrs. Coc. Sir, command your nephew to think 
no more of my niece— Love another Tou an + _ 
amateur Stand from the entrance. N 
[ Exit in @ paſſion, and FLOUNCE. " 
Frank. Why, my dear uncle, you are really a 
good natured old lad; but for this nonſenſical paſ- 
ſion for antiquities, in which you've no more > Judg- 
ment than my boot 
Coc. What” 8 char! ? 


| Cs — of Troy 8 eil hi th turned dot * I 
be a braſs candleſtick? "I SS | A 
| Coc. No. Ze 

N Frank. adit you. a ſerearit/meid idago'd * 


for fecxeting t hundred ade fifty 
„ Which yo. N up Ig 
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ius's eye- laſh) 


the corpſe of a cobler i 1 


/ — — 
Frank. Didn't you give twenty ponds ths the 


firſt plate ever Hogarth engraved, though it was 
only a pint porter pot from the Barley Mow? 

Coc. No. 

Frank. Didn't you throw a lobſter 1 in the fire, 
ſwearing it was a vader? 1 

oc. 

Frank. W n my aunt broke her to "tortotſelhell 
comb, you carefully picked up every taoth, ſhewing 
thendgbout for the*quills of a parcup my. * 5 

Coc. did not, ſirrab l 

Frank. 
* notes” from che next room, you attempted to 


. 


Geri; Je QNMDar ALIANMINg bird, 3 


Coe. 55 but that was all when I was ſick. 
In bodily health my mind is bright and poliſhed ; 
but you molt audacious dromedary! traduce my 
{ſkill in antiques |!—Harkye, when you can prove 
to me that it's poſſible I can be impoſed upon 
in antiquities, that is, if I am in health, I conſent 
to give you Belinda; here's my hand on it.— Be- 
i face is as odious to me as a new cop- 
per p penby 4, „ . 
A 

Enter Rx, calling after COCKLETOP, 

Hearty. Sir, here's the receipt— 

Frank. Ay, Hearty, you're my uncle's ſteward, 
receiver of his caſh, and yet do give me a fow 
guineas - cheat him a little, my honelt fellow. _ 
_ Hearty, Mus'n't. 

Franks, Plague of the money, I want it, Yet. 
terday- Met a parcel, of lads in the Park a party 

e or a baſon of turtle at the Spring Gar- 


- © 


ich proved | o be taken fro rom 


aring me Whiſtle « the 2 ſhrin 


L . ? den 8 


OR, THE MERRY MOURNERS. is 


| den—1 was obliged to * good bye '—aſked to 


dinner at Mr. Nabob's, Harley Street, ſo as I 
dreaded cards in the evening, ſneaked off without my 
hat, cauſe I hado't half a crown to releaſe it from 


the butler!—Then my friend Jack Frolick, the 


player, francked me into Covent Garden ; fat down 
in the upper boxes between Miſs Frump and Mrs. 


Rollabout, when the curſt orange woman, thruſts. 


her baſket with Sweet gentleman, treat the ladies.“ 


I was obliged to clap my hand upon my pocket, 


with My purſe gone !—'Pon honor, no entering 


« a public place for theſe light-fingered gentry.” — 


Coming home yeſterday, caught in a ſoaking 
ſhower—*© Your honor, coach unhired !” In I 


jumps, not recollecting his diſmal honor hadn't a 
ſthilling to pay for it, ſo as the fellow clapt to one 


door, out I pops at tother ; but then I got mobbed 
by the waterman, and broke my ſhins over a poſt 
running away from the link-boy. 


Hearty. Why, Frank, I'll lend you my own 


money with all my heart. 


Frank, No, before I ſtrip you of what you may 
yet want to cheriſh your old age I'll periſh—Yer, 


this is my Belinda's birth-day—By heaven! I will 


wiſh, ay, and give her joy, though I foot it Terx: 


mile to Southampton, and dine on water creſſes 

a ditch ſide. [Exil. 
Hearty. Spirited lad! But J hope by means of my 

letter I ſhall be able to aſſiſt him though I thought 


- his uncle too abſurd co tell him, yet it's ſtrange. wh LE 


a- paſſion I've got myſelf for fiſhing up thoſe d 
ſort of rarities. I'll fell my old matter. the nol... 
collection I've made; but as his knowing them to 


be mine may leſſen their value f in 0 he . 


"3 i 1 
* 
- 
o 
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can but make him believe I'm ſome traveller that 
has brought them from Italy, or | 


Enter Joey in a livery. 

You're the new footman ? 
Joey. Yes, I be s—]'ve put'n on my livery. 
Hearty. Here's a letter was left for your maſter: 


You'll give it to him directly. 
[ Gives letter, and exit. 


Joey. So I muſt give this letter too - They're 
reſolved in London to keep no cats that wont catch 
mice, 
Enter Nax with a broom, finging. 

Nan (begins to 8 * A ſarvice in London 
is no ſuch diſgrace.” 

Joey. Isn't 2 * 

Nan. Why, Joey! Cſurpriz d.) 

Joey. Nan! Lord, Lord! how glad I be s to ſee 
thee ! (they embrace.) 

Nan. But what brings you here; and in this 


fine lac'd coat? 
Joey. Why, I be fix'd here for a ſarvant man. 
Nan. Zurn! Lord, how comacle ! and I hired 


here to-day as maid. 


Joey. Hills and mountains will meet!—Oh dear! 
oh dear! | 

Nan. I'm now fent in here by Mrs. Flounce to 
do up lady's dreſſing- room, that it ſeems ſome 
clumſy booby has thrown leaves aboutn, 

Foey. I'm not a booby, Nan; 1 find you're as 
faucy-tongu'd as ever. 

Nan. Oh law, was it you, Joey? 1 aſk pardon; 

Joey. *T was all along of your crofſaeſs I com'd 
u pF to London, — 

Nan: 


* 9 
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\ Nan. And 'twas your falſe-heartedneſs that dirs 
me to ſeek my bread here. 
Joey. Well, ſince good luck has bennagdi us into 


one houſe, we'll never quarrel, nor be unkind no 


more. 

Nan. Nor 1 never more will be jealous - Oh, 
oh! you've had this letter from Poll Primroſe 
Ah! you deceitful l=-(/natches HearTyY's letter 


from Joey's waiſtcoat pocket, breaks it open, and 


reads) —© Sir, encourag'd''—— 
Joey. The devil! do you ſee what you” ve 
done ! this letter was for Meaſter—If_I havn't a 
moind 
Nan. Why, Joey, don't be angry—The firſt 
letter I get for my Lady you (Fall open for me; 
that you ſhall ——< And better my fortune as other 
girls do.” | Exit finging. 
Joey. Egad ! you've ſpoil'd my fortune l What 
will become of me? Before I've time to fit down 
in my new place, I ſhall get kick'd out on't. 


Enter FRANK. 


Frank. Eh | where's Hearty ? 
(Joey drops the letter —FRANK Picks it up and 2 
4 the . 5 
For my uncle? 


4 — 


him. 
Frank. But how came it open'd? 


Joey. It's open'd ! 


* ky — 


Joey (confuſed). Yes ns. I got. is to ö ging. 


Frank. 1 ſee 1 it is, Do you know, that opening Y 


9 man's letter is tranſportation? 


vey. Is it? then I'll take the blame upon my- 0 
ſelf rather than Nan be puniſhed (ae). TN] 


I broke it open, Sir; but I meant only toto 
break it open —all nn 
. ow Franks 
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TA VA SCENE III.—CockLzTor's Study. 


is MODERN ANTIQUES: 


Frank. This _ promiſes ſomething (perufing). | 
Well, keep your own ſecret; and I'll bring you 


out of this ſcrape. 
Zoey. Do, Sir, do 
Frank. 


7 


« by your character, I ſhall, in 


3 
c Sir, Encouraged 
perſon, to-morrow, 


* 


ce offer to you for ſale ſome antique rarities.” My 
old conceited uncle has engaged to give me Be- 
linda, when I can prove that it's poſſible to im- 
poſe on him in antiquities—This may do it, and 
bring me a convenient ſum beſfides—for with all 
the ridiculous enthuſiaſm of a vittuoſo, my uncle 


has ſmall reading, no taſte, but a plentiful ſtock of 


credulity . | 
Abo (erben. -e. 


Frank (baſtily ſeals and Juper[cribes the letter Be 


ſtoutly, that 25 : 
very one you receiv'd e 2 ) == 


bad written). There, ſtand to it 


Foey. A thouſand thanks, kind Sir. 


Frank. Oh, but I ſhall want a diſguiſe (a/ide). 


You put on your livery fince you came ? where are 


your own clothes ? 
Joey. In the butler's pantry. 


Frank, Quick, go, ive that letter (puts him of); 
Ha, ha, ha!— Yes, uncle, if you've caſh to buy 
antiquities, I'm a ſtupid fellow indeed if I can't 
find ſome to ſell you; and if I ſucceed, hey for 
Southampton with the triumphant news to Belinda! 


Joey. Yes, S'r; I was deſired to give it you 
pen r'other. 
Indeed, 


If he ſhould find out that Nan broke o 


Exit, 


4 


3 


Enter CockLETOP peruſing the letter aud Joxv. 


1 


7 S 
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Indeed, Sir, that 's the very letter—ic was never 
opened. 


Coc. The things this learned man mentions here 
are really very curious. 


Joey. Sir, here be Mr. Napkin the butler 
coming. 
Enter NapkiN. 


Ns Sir, a man wants you there below. 
Coc. Then, Sir, do you ſend him up here above 
(peruſes).. 


Map. Eh! what are you idling here? Come, 


come, I'll ſhew you the buſineſs of a footman— 
you mult toaſt the muffins for mine and Mrs, 
lounce” . breakfaſt. 
Joey. I woll, Sir; and broil a beef-ficak for my » 
own. [ Exit Napkin and Jokx. 
Cor. Oaly that my brain is for ever running on 


my wafe's charming niece Belinda !—Oh, I love 


her! I like every thing old except girls and gui- 
neas !—I ſhou'd certainly be a ſecond Sir Hans 


Sloane — I'd be a Solander and a NOR 
_ Geoffery . who 's this? 


— 


Euter F RANK in Jorv's "firſt clothes, with a + ſmall 
' hamper, 2 


Frank (aff 2). 17 my uncle koche me now, be 
mult have good ſpectacles. — Meaſter told me, as 
he told you in letter, he'd call on you t0-Morrow | 
with ſome rarities, Sir (in broad country dialect). 

Coc. On, then you belong to the ge chemi.” 


bee ſent me this letter ? Where does your, walter 
ve ? 


B 


78 nnn ANTIQUES: 


Frank. At Brentford ; but I be's from Tauntom 
Dean; and as I was coming to town to-day, he 
thought I might as well drop them here, if you'll 
buy them. — Theſe be they ( He wing hamper). : 

Coc. Oh, what, he's ſent you with the things 
that are mentioned here? (79 the letter. 

Frank. I warrant them all woundy rich, he gave 
me ſuch a ſtrict charge about em. 
Coc. Rich! ah, theſe ſordid fouls can't conceive 
that the moſt extreme delight to the eye of an 
antiquarian is beautiful brown ruſt, and heavenly 

verdigreaſe !—Let's ſee: (reads) © The firſt is a 
_©& Neptune's trident from the Barbarini gallery.“ 

Frank. That 's it (/ſhews a toaſting fork). 

Coc (reads). One of Niobe's tears preferv'd in 
ec. ſpirits.” 5 . 

Frank. That (produces a ſmall phial). 

Coc. Curious! (de.) - A piece of houſho 
ce furniture from the ruins of Herculaneum, com- 
tc priſing the genuine ſection of the Eſcurial,” — 
Precious indeed! (de.) “' Section of the Eſcu- 
rial!“ Ay, then it muſt be in the ſhape o. 
(FRANK ſhews gridiron). Wonderful! (reads) 
The cap of William Tell, the celebrated Swiſs 

« Patriot, worn when he ſhot the apple off his 
4 ſon's head.” 4 OE 

Frquk. I've forgot to bring anything even like 
that.— What ſhall I do? (afide.)—lI warrant it be's 
here, Sir. ü „ 
Coc. I hope it is; for 1 will not buy one with- 
out all. 5 4 

Frank. Then all you ſhall have (a/zde.—Pretends 
to look in the hamper, Picks up CoCKLETOP's hat, 
and with a penknife euts off the brim) . That 's it, 
mayhap {gives the crown). | 3 vp ob 
1 


Cece 


—— 7, — Os = W 


» Fl 
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Gr. Great ! This | is (pdeed the cap of liberty! 
(puts it on bis bead and ads,) “ Half a yard of 
ce cloth from Otaheite, being a part of the mantle 

of Queen Oberea, preſented by her to Captain 
e Took.” 
Frank. Zounds! J uin ſuch a hurry to get to 
work, that I've forgot half my tools! (afide.) 
Coc. Where's the cloth from Otaheite? 
Frank. I dareſay it's here (feels the coat be bas 
on). No, muſtn't hurt poor Joey,-Eh! (cuts 4 
large piece off the fſeirt of Cockretor's coat while 
Helis admiring the things.) Belike that 'Sit (gives it). 
Coc. Indecd! What wonderful ſoft texture! 
| We've no ſuch cloth in England !—This ah. 


been the fleece of a very fine ſheep. * * 
Frank. Ay, taken from the back of an old ſtopid , 
ram. 


Coc. Speak of what you underſtand, you clown 
much talk may betray little knowledge, Cut your \ - 
coat according to your cloth ! 
Frank, Yes, Sir; I cut your coat according to 
your cloth II muſt fix him in his opinion now 
with a little fineſſe (aide). Maſter do cw OE 
pounds for this balderdaſh. 
Coc. Here 's the money. 3 
Frank, No, no; if he even thought you ſuch 4 
fool to give it, he mall be a rogue to talge it; but 
he ſha'n't make me a party; I'll let hin Kn m 
an honeſt man. Dom me if I don't thiow them 
in the kennel and quit his ſarvice! Going 2 take 
them.) 
Coc. (haſiily.) Leave them there; and take the 
money to your maſter, or ll make him ſend you . . 


to the devih, you thick-ſkull'd buffalo! A 8 
4 pocbet- bol ) "WIR 
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Enter Nay LN. | 
0 Nap. Sir, here's the gengleman that ſent 423 a 


letter about calling on youfto-morrow. 
Coc. This muſt be your fmaſter (2 Frank). 
Frank. Now I'm in a fihe way. | 
inn of yohr rafcatigf Shen re 


gentleman vp. [Exit NarEIx. 
Frank. Don't tell himp—don't gfNa poor man 
turn'd out of bread—Qufck, give the r honeys 


and I'll take it to him myſelf. 
Coc. No, no; I'll give it to him 


Frank. Plague of fineſſe, that I cou'dn't 
take the money when I fmight. 1 


. 2 8 wo — 
* 8 — — _ 
— — — 1 
— — — ' 8 — — 
- ET 
; 


f Enter HearTy di/gu$/ed, with agreen caſe. 


 F#earty. Eh! my oſd fa erys diſguiſed as 
well as I !-—The ſooner | get the money the better 
for poor Frank's ſake 
Coc. Sir! (bows.)j 
Hearty. Sir! (bowing. 
Coc. You've beefy 1 
Hearty. 1 have i 
Frank, I wiſh you'd ſtaid 
Hearty. Not t 
proceed to buſine 
0 Oh, he's! 


3 n — 
REY oy, 2 Dae wa 


— 


ere (aſide). 
intrude . Apon your time, we'll 


a hurry for his money (ofide).— 
ſide, Sir, for I offered the caſh 
4 | 
t was time enough for you to offer 
4 me payment when you received the articles. 
" ol I don ſay I offered it to you yourſelf. 


Bail 2 


Hearty. | Sir, 


Hearty. 1 junderſtand 2M faid——but I aſk par- 
don you pleaſe to lock at, and if J Approve 
of them . Coc 


— — _ 
— Ry — . — 
= * — * 


— 


that eat your bread raking to think that you're a 
A rogue, and Pm a fool. „ 
Frank. Then, Sir, you will ruin fr l (apart.) 
Coc. Ves, I will, Sir (apart). 5 
Heariy. I'm a rogue ! ſure he flon't © know me? 
_ (afide.)—T flutter myſelf, Sir, when you ſee the. 
articles it} 
Coc. I have ſeen them, 


Hearty. Pardon mes Sir, but think not -w 
how? 


Coc. Why, with my eyes/; how the dev? U | 
ſhov'd I ſee them? 
| iſe 


Frank, I've a mind to knock beck ther 
heads together and ſnatch che money (ada). 


Coc. Will you diſpoſe of/theſe or not? 
to FRANK'sS articles. ) 


Hearty. Sir! 


Coc. And, Sir I- Th devil, dida' t-you come 
here to ſell me rarities ? (in @ great paſſion.) 

Hearty. Yes, Sir; and will if you will buy 
them, | | 

Coc. I tell you I d 

Hearty. Have! 


Coc. Oh, he repents offering them 10 cheap; 
but I'll clench the bargain. Here's the fifty 
pounds; tell your /maſter you took it before * 
came in (apart 10 FRANK, giving bim a note). 
Frank, Yes ( gbes towards door). 


ce 


enting 


{ and have bought chem. | 


Coc. Hey! ſhop! won't you give it to your 
maſter ? 

Frank, I'm /going to give it him directly, Sir 
(going). 


Coc. But, /zounds 1—What's all this? Vou'll 


give it him firefly! Vet you ſtalk by him 3 as if he WY. 
Was only an old wig-block. 


* 
« 
: * 
o > 7 * . 
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2 at, Stalk by !—Who's a ig Hocke S) N 


| Coc. Your maſter here. 
| Frank What my maſter ! no. 
Coc. Eh NNen't this your ſervant Z 
| Hearty. No, Vir! 
Coc. Didn't you Write me thi 
Hearty. No, Sir | Du, 
Coc. What, not abo the antiquities? | 
Hearty. About the anthyuities !—Oh, yes, Sir. 
Coc. Yes, Sir o, Sir; M your prevaricatin 
pate down ſtairs, Sir. 

Frank, bis muſt be an im oftor (apart t 
GeKifroP).—Y ou re too late fof ufter-graſs; fi 
ny matter Ras r Um d this old fool. | 

Coc, Old fool! Get you out of my houſe you 
ſcoundrel, or — (takes down a blunderbuſs). 
Dorn Fe ons [Exit Frank. 
| — I'll blow 
you 7 you dog, I will (preſents). 


N 


Enter Mrs. CAMOMILE and Mrs. Cocxrkror, they 
both ſcream. 


Mrs. Cam. Heavens, Mr. Cocklerop ! will you 
kill us? þ 

Mrs. Coc. Lord, what's on your head ? 

Coc. The cap of liberty Oh, the ſuper-beau- 
tiful purchaſe I have juſt made och 2 charm- 
ing addition to my little curious collection! Mrs. 
| Camomile, you've taſte; III give you a treat.— 
I'll ſhew her all (aſide). 

Ars. Coc. (ſeeing the things that FRank had left.) 
Heavens ! who has done thus ? 


etter? (ſhewing it. ) 


Enter Pieve 
Tyres take theſe and fling them 
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Coc. Lay your fingers on them, and ['II- 
Strabo, Campden, and Biſhop Pocock ! Madam, 
you ſhould (4% Mrs. CamoMiLE), that is, do you 
know you're a Dilitante—I ſay you're a 8 
Dille - and Now what a fine diſcourſe Sir Joſeph 
Banks wou'd make upon theſe !—-Madam, I. fa" 

Mrs. Coc. Bleſs me! who has trimm'd you. this 
way? 

Coc. Sir Aſhton Lever !—I wiſh your huſband 
Doctor Camomile was in town I've e ſuch a — 
for the venerable Bede | 

Mrs. Cam. I wiſh we cou'd get you out of town 
(af ide). Ay, but Mr. Cockletop, a man with 
money and judgment like you, ſhou' d travel him- _ 
fell to collect rarities. 


Coc. / Tyẽ no occaſion to give mylelr -r The DET 


* 


Tg perils of travel, to hazard my neck, dragg'd 
over Alpine precipices, or get my throat cut in 
dirty Italian inns, or ſuffocated by peſtilential WS 
ſteams from the infernal mouth of Veſuvius; II 
need not, like Pliny the elder, be drown'd in a 
ſhower of cinders. No, no; here I fic at home, 
quiet, in my eaſy chair, while travellers come and 
| lay at my feet the. wanderful Iruics of their wiſe rc- 
ſearches Nie, © Prepare your underſtanding, 
ere s tear !—The devil, I forgot who cried this 
tear ( af de), Hem ! It's a precious drop preſer d 5 
in „ rank Wo 
Flounce. Ha, ha, ha = 
Coc. Get along, you moſt ſcandalous-tongued=— 2 
I deſire, Mrs. Cockletop, you'll order your ſlip-ſlop 
out pf the muſeum. _—— Then here is a * valu- 
aue ge up the gridiron.) 


* 


a—_ 
% 


1 
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Enter Jokv at the back. 


Joey. l'm ſet to broil beef. ſteaks, and toaſt 
muffis.— The cook ſaid Mr. Frank took em, and 
brought 'em out of the kitchen. 

Coc. There! all coſt me only fifty pounds! 
This is a · Neptune s trident (holds up the toaſting- 
* fork); and this piece of furniture from Hercula- 
5 2 neum, the model of the Eſcurial, built in honor of 
— St. Lawrence, who was broil'd on | 
Joey. Thankye, Sir; I was looking for the 


toaſting-fork and the idee (takes them), LExit. 
Flouuce. Ha, ha, ha! 


Coc. What's that ? 

Mrs. Coc. Why, Mr. Cockletop, what have you 
been about here ? | 

Mrs. Cam. Only look ! 


Coc. I believe I'm bit. Taunton Dean! He 
was a rogue (looks at his coat and bat).—Is my face 
enuine ? 


Mrs. Coc. Why, tis an antique !—But indeed, 
my dear, you don't look well, 
Coc. Don't I? 


Mrs. Cam. This · may help my ſeheme (fide). 


My dear Sir, L wou' du't ſhock vou, but you 
look | 


Coc. Do 1? | 
Mrs. Cam. My huſband, the doctor often told 
me that your bodity- illneſs always had an effect 
upon your mind. 
Coc. No man living underſtands my conflitariod 
but TL Camomile—1 muſt. Ute, feeling bis 
ulſe | 
? Mrs. Cam. When Aa gentleman of your know- 
ledge is fo groſsly duped, It's a certain ſign—— 


Cee, 
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Phi It is—that I'm ill; or I never could have 
been taken in. 

Mrs. Coc. Lud! I-II wiſh your huſband the 
Doctor was in town. 

Mrs. Cam. I'd adviſe Mr. Cockletop to 80 to 
him at Wincheſter, directly. | 

Mrs, Coc. Here, Napkin! CON . 7 f 

ho Ad 7 
Enter NAPKIN, 7 oa 4 
Order the horſes to—your 18285 maſter the Doctor f 
Lat Wincheſter! SO 
| Nap. (looks with concern at CockLEToOP.) Oh, 
he is -yes, Ma' am—here, Johnꝭ dæſire Thomas to 
make Joey put a pair of horſes to the chaiſe. 

Mrs. Cam. You'd beſt let yu, Napkin attend 
you. 

Mrs. Coc. He's a careful man. 55 

Coc. In this journey, I can view the famous 
ancient abbey of Netley; I have a choice biſter = = 
drawing of it—T'll climb and bring from the ſum- 
mit of the mould'ring wall . 

Mrs. Coc. Ves, you're in a ſtate for climbing}! 
Wou'd you break your neck, my dear love, and 
your poor wife's heart? 

+ Coc. Kind ſpouſe !—I'Il call at Southampton and 
fee my Belinda though I die at her feet (ade). 

Mrs. Coc. When he's out of town, | ſhall have 
the uninterrupted company of my dear F rank 
(afide).—Keep up your ſpirits, my love. Y 
Coc. I live only for you, my deareſt ! ES 

Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. CocklkTor r 

Mrs. Cam. Napkin, ha, ha, ha! Here's an op- 

rtunity for our plan. — Lou know, as we've all, 
without ſucceſs, repeatedly endeavour'd to perſuade” 
the old couple to ſettle ſome proviſion on their,” . 
niece and — Frank and Belinda 

* 1 
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Nap. Aye, Ma'am, we mult try — | 

_ Mrs. Cam. The excuſe your miſtreſs gives, is 
the chance of her having children of her own, 
whom ſhe can't wrong, by laviſhing their patrimony 
on others. ; 

Nap. Ha, ' ha, ha! chen to put her out of all 
hopes of that, as you have ſettled, we'll make her 
believe my maſter's dead; and as I'm now going 


into the country with him, leave that to me, Ma'am, 


Mrs. Cam. I fancy it will be eaſy, as ſhe already 
thinks him ill. : 
Nap. And feeble.—She heard him threaten to 
climb up the mould' ring walls of Netley Abbey in 
ſearch of a ſprig of ivy, or an owl's neſt; and if 1 
can't invent a ſtory to bring the old gentleman 
tumbling down 
Mrs. Cam. Ha, ha, ha! And make your miſtreſs _ 
(the mourning widow) eſtabliſh the dear, amiable _ 
young couple well and happy; it will be an excel- 
lent joke to laugh at over their wedding ſupper. 
— Nap. But I muſt prepare for the journey, _ 
Mrs. Cam. And I, home, to comfort poor Be- 
linda. Only you act your part moſt dolefully na- 
tural, and we * proſper. IeExeunt. 


TE END OF THE FIRST Ar. 
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Enter Faux in. big. * 2 ite. 


e 
Rane; 


1 Mrs. Cambmile! here a nick ! ha, 
ha, ha! 


Enter Hearty in bis fin ot hes, reset e 


Hearty. Ay, here's the Yaſcal (lays hold on 
FRANK). Villain! JA me this inſtant— | 


Enter JI 2 us 


Joey. Yes, this i is my Koat; I make a davy of 
it (lays Hold of FRANK pu the there) | 
Frank. Hey? Be quiet, my good friends N 
Hearty (enraged). Where's the m 7 you ob- 
tained under falſe ppetences, raſcal? 2 
5 Focy. Deliver my coat, ſirrah. 8 N 2 IDS 
Frank. Both deliver me, or ih ere you ri 


5 felf ore: 'You ſcgundrel, is this your thanks or ſave | 
ing your neck/when you broke open 8 8 He: 
letter (apartfo Joy). 2 
= Joey (/urveying bim.) Lud! if it isn 1 
| too's s he gentleman that gaven me=elf. 


—— — — . 


* FS + 
11 - 
4 


-- 
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covers (aſide). Keep my wearing apparel, and ſay. 
no more aboutn. 

Frank. You ſay no more kboutn, J you ſail for 
Port (Jackſon! Step down and bring me word 
when a ſaddled horte 2 to the door Fly! 

Joey. Yes, Sir, yes (frightened). . [ Exit, 

Frank, Hallo! Hearty, how do 7% my buck ? 


: (diſcovers himfelf.) 


Frank. Then ſuch triumph to fling the hatchet 


— 


Hearty. Frank | (ſurveying bin with Juranize.) 
Frank. Frank and free—Tol lol, lol! Eh, only 
touched uncle out of fifty! (Mee wi tbe bank note.) 


Uacle's own kitchen's now-his Herevianeum, ha, ha, 


ha! To think how I've left him in hes cap of liberty, 
flouriſhing his Barbarini toaſtinz+fork ! | He's to 


give me Belinda when I gan prove he can be im- 


poſed upon in antiquities, \ 
Hearty. But how did A OO} 


even beyond the e but Lad a Mind to kick 
him though. 

Hearty, I'm lat you did a's t though. 

Frank. You glad! Why, what is it to you ?—l 
ſhall never forgec old Muz the/philoſopher ; I think 
I ſee him now with his ientific wig Nes over his 
mulberry noſe. 

Hearty. You do? (in bis; * Voice, 


Frank, Eh! (urprized., CW = it have 


been you, my honeſt old friend? 
Hearty. Aye, here you/ ſee old Muz he phi- 
loſopher, who laid out for a fifty only to introduce 
it to you, my dear boy ! I's ſhakes his hand.) 
. Frank (ruminating). Well, now. upon my ſoul, 
this is— 
Hearty. Hang . as long as one of us 
has ſucceeded — Have you heard cf* your uncle 8 
leaving town? 


. rank, 
| | 
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Frank. Has ve: : - 
| W- = I've {\me time upon my hands, I'll g&-* 
with you to Southampton, My horſe is 
livery-ſtables the other ſide of Weſtminſt 
Frank. You'd be ſtep on be me—have 
him out ready you'll Not haye moment to wait, 
for I'll mount the ow” ine comes to the door. 
Hearty. You' II te how you circumvented | 
me, and ſuch zefring nd s as we'll have all the 7 


way, hat, ha! By che Lord, lad, I'm. glad , 
__ youſVe got the money. I Erit. 7 
Frank. Ha, ha, ba! Well, my mock curioſities 


n, 
may have a better effect on my uncle than R 2 | 
real ones, if they can help to cure him of an abſurd Aff 
whim that makes him the dupe of impoſtors, fling- 
ing his money after things of no utility. His very * 
clowniſh tenants have now found out his weak ſide, | 
and often pay their rent in butterflies, dried leaves, 
ſtones, and bits of old iron! . (looks at bis watch.) 
Getting late I'd like to ſee if Mrs. Camomile has, | 
any commands for her friend Belinda. A 2 l. Z 4, 


- 


"Enter BELIVDA at the back and Joey at the fde. 


Foey. Sir, the horſe be come. | 
© Frank. Then, hey for love and my divine Be- 
Jade (going). 

Bel. Pray, Sir, whither i in ſuch a monſtrous 
_— ES | | * 
.. Frank. My love! 3 
Joey. Love! oh, then I may ride the poney 
myſelf. | e 
Frank. In the name of miracles, how did you 
get here ? I 

Bel. You know we've the beſt friend in the world 
in dear Mrs. Camomile, the miſtreſs of this houfe. n 


* 


e 95855 
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ter Mrs. cad a 


Mrs. Cam. Come, come, you! happy pair of 
turtles—this room, is the ſtage for a little comedy 
I've to act with your aunt, of which I hope your 
union will prove the denouement | 

\ 14 loud OY without, 


* 


Enter Frouxce. 


Flounce. Ma'am, my mill 8 is juſt drove up 
to the door. 

Bel. Oh, heavens! if ſhe \ I ve run to 
of town (going). . | 

Mrs. Cam. Stop—ſhel 

Bel. This way, Frank ; 
in here we'll ſlip down. 

Mrs. Cam. But, Belinda, you'll tell. F 7 Ugo 
we're at, and both tri p directly home and you and 
all the ſervants on with your ſables. 

Frank. Sables! What, to 3 my true 
love's birth-day l — No, In have ſuch an elegant 
entertainment at home. | 

Bel. Will you hold your tongue and come along? 


neet you on the ſtairs. 
hen wy aunt comes 


Mrs. Cam. If my little plot on their 
3 = toc Flounce, run and deſire Napki 
over the leſſon I taught him, and look as di mal as 


an executor left without a legacy. | 
 Flounce. And, Myam, | Il bid him kee his 


laugh ſhould ſpoil all—Here' s my N Maſam; 
I wiſh you ſuccels., Exit FLOUNCE. 
Enter Mrs. . elegant and gayh dreſed. 


: Mrs, Coc. Oh, Mrs, Camomile ! | 
5 Me.. 
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Mrs. Cam. Well, how do you do? 
Mrs. Coc. Our houſe Perl, ſo melancholy ſince 


my poor dear man has left town, that now I Can t 
bear to ſtay at home. 
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Mrs. Cam. And when he was at home you were 


always gadding (ade). 
Mrs. Coc. | forgot to ſhew you my dreſs.- I had 
it made up for Cordelia in our intended play at Mrs. 


Pathos's. As you were not there I put it on to 
conſult your taſte. 


Mrs. Cam. Oh, I forgot to thank you for my 


ticket; but excuſe me, an engagement 


Mrs. Coc. Ha, ha, ha! You had no loſs, for our 
tragedy was converted into a ball. 
Mrs. Cam. Ball! 


Mrs. Coc. Lear, you know wa 
we got up with every poſſible ca Well, Ma'am, 
1 who was to Tave plaſed Glo'ſter, 


having conquered too many bottles of Burgundy 


« Jadies | Begin your traę ged At 
3 hs clap and III encore.“ 3 But, N Hear 
| « nel,“ cries n 7 remember ou're to 
« play — you muſt /go on = Welk Madam, I 


4 * 
— 1 


« ſtrous fine, becauſe I'm ſo perfect in m 


back into th&\dining-room; —* * Oh, diſtrastien! 


cries Mis. Pa 8 audience allrmictmFrq 
1 cn A « By heaven | you an t, 


« per. having been ſudden] 
= Brainleſs has kindly conſen by 
6 etl And hopes for yo of 


1 D 


2 


n ill, — 


« OUr play which | 


after dinner—{(#imicks) © No, I'll be for none df 
« your ſtage—T'II fit in the ſide- boxes among the - 


00 


cc fit akd ſee myſelf San, that muſt 5 9 


®\ Mem!” ſays Mis Segoon ; * I', make ang 
l © dpology, —Ladies a mo en, Colonel 


read the PTY of 


#| 


| © bur, fir we'll have c other bortle ah ee LY 


7. 
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1 


+ 


ace, and „ bravo!” echoed 
le—up went the curtain, on 
ook in hand; he ds, he 
On ſmoothly went the play 
rnwall orders\the unhappy 
incidegt none of 


Bravo!“ from 
pap) C 
his Lordſhip, 
205 Braviſſimo!“ 
till the eerie where 
Glo'ſter e yes to be put out, 
our faſhionable actors 1 ought of tN] the in- 
ſtant/the cruel cmmanq was given. Without e 
(were all the lexters ſuns“) 3 co dn't 
Tead\; the probabi 2 of fiction.ct [LOVE Ar 
Play Su dn't Egge genera H took place, 
benches were removed, the fidgte? . up Hil- 
liſberg's eel, and audience x d actors, joined ir, 
country-=C ince—Ha, ha, bag MF 'm deter- 
mined to att no more amonpglt them. Why can't 
I have plays in my own houſe as well as Mrs. Pa- 
thos? 
complete theatre, if I could but get all his marie 
rarities out of it. . 
-ewmitancet Ha, ha, ha 
I laugh I'm exceedingly melancholy. 
Mrs. Cam. Lou' ve nothing to make you uneaſy, 


- Yeiire ſure that with" my Ruſband, Doctor! Camo- ; 


My huſband's repoſitory would make me a 


'Pon my honour chough . 


—— — 


mile, Mr. Cockletop 1s in ſafe h 


ſhould have known it by my dreams; ; for, leeping 
or waking, he's my thoughts. 


Mrs. Cam. Then there's hope he's better be 


cheerful. 


oc. Well, Mrs. Camomile, it Maths 


me how you can be cheerful while your huſband's 


abſent ; but, indeed, it's rather unfortunate when 
people are formed with hearts of more ſenſibility than 
others. Fve heard often, but can't have the {malle 

conception, that there are women that marry old. 
men with no other vie w than ſoon to become rich 


» A 


widows, 


w— 
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pre rr ear rr Ang > 
7 I'm ſure I cou'dn't live if any 
thing was to happen to my huſband ! 


* 


Enter BETTY, 


Bet. Why, Ma'am, here's Mr, Napkin juſt come 
below, 

Mrs. Coc. But is his maſter return'd too ? 

Mrs. Cam. Well, if even he. is not, why ſhou'd . 
that alarm you? | | 

1 Mrs. Coc. Then, e Napkin bas brought . - 4 
* Where is he? Why don't he come up? Napkin > 
(calls); torture me with ſuſpente Oh Lord, Mrs. 
Camomile, if anything 's the matter ] ſhall die! 
(with great emotion.) 

Mrs. Cam. But don't teaze yourſelf, * 2 
without a cauſe.— Mr. Napkin, pray walk uP Vee Nb: 
compoſure). we 

Mrs. Coc. How I tremble } | 

Mrs. Cam. Collect your fortitude; you know we 
choulg always be prepar 'd for the worſt, 


Enter NaPkxIN ina travelling dreſs, jk 4. and 


. ſeemingly fatigued. 5 5 
my l N Nap. My dear, good maſter !® (weeps.) : Es O 5 \ 
Mrs. Coc, My huſband!—Oh, Lord, ſpeak Pra 


ſpeak 
- Nap. Madam, will you have him brought up to 
town, or ſhall he be buried in the country? . 9 5 


3 Mrs. Cam. Dead 
Os Nap. I wiſh Henry the VHlth bad levelled on. 
Netley Abbey—my ſweet maſter's thirſt of khgw-"__ + he 


i: hel a height—top of the old ſpire—his” 
Rogen giddy—feeble A too far- a 
0 * 
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ſtone giving way though 1 caught bim —by the 
heel head foremoſt corner of a tomb- ſtonẽ —daſti 
—Oh ! (weeps.) bla Oe, th 

Mrs, Coc. My fears are true !—] faint—I die— 
Pleaſe to reach that chair. 


(Mrs. CamomiLe places a chair - Mrs, CockLE- 
ToP, with deliberation, bruſhes it with her 
handkerchief, ſeats herſelf, takes out a ſmelling- 
Bottle, applies it, and aſfects to ſwoon.) 


Mrs. Cam. Nay, now, my dear friend, I thought 
you were a woman of ſenſe.-If my jeſt on death 
ſhou'd caule one in earneſt ! (4% 1d.) — Pray be com- 
forted. 

Mrs. Coc. (recovering.) Comforted, did you ſay ! 
How is that poſſible, my dear Mrs. Camomile, 
when I've heard you yourſelf remark that black 
don't become me, though if I was to dreſs like 
Almeria in the Mourning Bride. 

Mrs. Cam. To confeſs the truth, I was afraid 
to tell you; but I before knew of this melancholy 
event: and there that fooliſh boy your nephew, 
Frank, through his zealous reſpect for the memory 
of his uncle, has (contrary to all cuſtom and de- 
corum) already order'd the whole of the family to 
put on the black clothes that were only t'other day 
laid by, when the mourning for your brother-in-law 
expired. 

Mrs. Coc. Madam, you're very obliging. 

Mrs. Cam. I ſee this loſs bears hard upon your 
mind, therefore it may not be proper ſo ſoon 
troubling you with worldly affairs; but now, my 
dear, that you'll have no children of your own, .. 
indeed you ſhou'd think of ſome eſtabliſhment for he 
your niece Belinda, : 


_- 5 3 b 4 * 
© g 
Mrs. 
„ > 
5 4 
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Mrs. Coe. I'll firſt eſtabliſh my huſband's nephew 
Frank, merely to ſhew I prefer my dear man's re- 
lations to my own. 


Mrs. Cam. This will anſwer the ſame VIE as 


Frank marries Belinda (ade). Well, ſhall I tell 
the lad your good intentions towards him? 

Ars. Coc. You're very kind; Pl tell him my- 
ſelf : but I'll firſt conſult you, my good friend, on 
the thoughts I have had in my mind how to wake 
him happy; but, in my interview with the bey, I 


wou'dn't have anybody elſe by. The hour of ſor- 


row's ſacred; it's a cruel world; and people luxu- 
rious and ſenſual, gay and fortunate, have little 
feeling for the diſtreſſes of a diſconſolate widow! 


Mrs. Cam. My dear CT endeavour to oo | 


up your ſpirits. 


Mrs. Coc. Ah, friend! in ſhould a poor wo- 


man do that has loſt ſo good a huſband, but try to 


—to—get a better? (de.) | { Exeunt. 


Al 5 


— 


SCENE II. —Cockueror 5 Hause. 5 


Enter 7 RANK elated with wine, and Berna in 
"mourning. 


——— — 


Frank, Ha, ha, ha! this 1s the moſt whimſical | 


thought of your friend, Mrs. Camomile ! 


Bel. Isn't it charming ? 5 


Frank. Your aunt, and indeed the ho r= 9 
5 


except Flounce and Napkin, who are in the. ſe 
| actually believe that my uncle's dead. x 


This 1s your natal day; the birth of bes 1 
wm an entertainment, upon my. ſoul! He, bi}, 


: ? 
* * „ | - + [ww 

* * - - G : " . ” — 

: * - : _ - "i * 7 # 8 - - 

*% molt HS RAS 9 

s x ** wa. 4 , — 

: 1 4 + 5 9 
* * * 
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Mrs. Flounce fays, (Oh, Sir! I can't run any 
4“ bills with the trade's- people; but, bills and 
eredit! — While we've money my uncle's curioſity 
guineas ſhall fly.— Ha, ha, ha! Illuminate the 
rooms brilliant, luftres, girandoles, and chandeliers. 
Nan. Yes, Sir.-—La! now where's Joey to do 
all this? Mr. John, light the cluſters, jerry-doles, 
and chanticleers (calls gf). 
Frank. Prepare the ſaloon :—Belinda, we will 
have a ball. 

1 Air the balloon, for Maſter's going to play 
at bal] 

Frank. And lay ſupper ; then let Napkin ſend 
for a pipe and tabor; a dance we muſt have.—Tol, 
lol. lol! 

Bel. But indeed now, this extravagance—— 

Frank. An't my kind aunt to give me my uncle's 
caſh? Then, my. Belinda, you and I go to church, 
and Hymen, in his ſaffron robe, ſhall lead us to the 
roly bow'r.— Can I reſiſt, you angel! (Lilſes her 
band. 

* For Heaven! s ſake, Frank, a little decency 
before the ſervants! How unfeeling muſt they 
think you! | 6 


Frank. l ſhew you the feeling of — for 
ſuch a maſter. 


Enter THOMAS, t lο u mmm. 


Harkye, Tom the coachman, you know your 
maſter's no more? 

Tom. Ay, Sir, death has whipp'd his horſes to 
their journey's end, to our great forrow ! 

Frank. Poor Tom! Fm told you're ſo griev'd, 
your ve ſworn never to touch a drop of punch as 
ng as you live. 


* 


Tom. 
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Fd 
Th 


Be Tom. Me! I'll be damn'd if I ever ſwore any 
| ſuch thing! 

Frank, Ha, ha, hal A jovial bout the fred” 
hall have—we'll celebrate your birth-day. 


our friend. aeg | 


Bel. But wheres 
Ras Ri gb 

I've ſent or 
5 ſter- brid gg. Fly and very 
* ſomerhi b towards the . 


4. 4 


A ſeveral! ly. 


15 
a SCENE III. ut Saloon illuminated. 


Enter centro in a ; form cap, roquelare, Se. 


Coc. All my doors open [this blowy night !— 1 
reminds me of the Liſbon earthquake; but my = 
ſtorm-cap has protected me !—Odd, m 
Belinda at Southampton.—[ wiſh 1 had come into 
town over London-bridge ; that now, a ſort of 
young ruin love to palz/the Tabbard outh- 
wark, from ee Cha | 


rowing /a 0 rumb . come- to ble, ha; ba, hal 
But then Leh Weſtminſter bridge) 40 ſee Hearty * 
mountgd like a 8 t equeſtrian ſtatue i—And my 
man Jogy .halding' His bridle, like the I | 
oxocco's black-a-moor4ZT'm not ſorry Napkin: 
left me; nobody knows now | have been at my 
ſweet Belinda's— how glad my wife will be when 
ſhe finds I'm come home, and well (throws back 
1 the ſtorm cap, and las home room). Eh 1 my 
dear has company; _— e muck 3 
for my illneſs 


v 
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Enter Tou with a cloth, not perceiving CockLETOP, 


Tom. While Napkin 1s uncorking the wine, 
I'll fee if 1 can't ſpread a table as well as a ham- 
mer-cloth (!akes out a large table and begins to 

lay it —whiſtles). I wonder who drives my old 
maſter now in t'other world; does he 9 
down hill ? 

Coc Now, who has put Thomas my coach- 
man into mourning ?—As I left you a pied zebra, 
why find you a black bear? (/irikes him with his 
cane.) | 

Tom. Gee up! (ſuddenly turning, ſurprized and 
terrified) ) . 
Coc. What's this about? 


Enter Nav with ſallad, which ſte places on the 
lable, then picks a bit out.) | 


Nan. 1 loves beet- root (puts it to her mouth). 
Coc. Yes, and lo do] (ſhe looks at him frighten'd). 


Tell me, young 
woman, for whom are you in | mourning ? (Nan 
Snakes er head, puts ber apron to ber eyes and exit. 
I hav'n't miſtook my houle } ! fure I believe I'm * 


next door 
9. M my 
Each ee eee 


Fd 


* - 
— 2 


* 


1 4 
Map. Ha, ha, ha! be if you had 6 bon 
n doleful | play'd my part, 1 


/ F IE 
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| RR None of your dolefuls now. Maſter 

away, Miſtreſs ſafe at Mrs. Camomile's; the 

houſe to ourſelves, and the young pair, ſince Mr. 

| Frank will treat us to a little hop. 
Nap. Ay, for muſic you know I'm no 

2 bad ſcraper. my I 

las \ Elomnee: No, Napkin; nothing gives ſpirir. to a 4 

| dance as a pipe and tabor ; ſo ſend out and fee if 1 

one can't be hired, 


ff 


Enter two Maids, and Footman with a violin. 


Nap. My fiddle, John, thanky (zakes it). Now | 
liſten, Flounce, for our country dance; only 
mind the violin; why, I'll lilt up Jacky Bull, 
ſprightly enough to move the dead; ay, even 
to make our old maſter caper about (NApEKINx 

Plays). 

Coc. © Here, Jacky's return'd from Dover” 
(joins in the dance, then ſeizes Napkix, the reſt . 
run off ſprieking). So, my good friend, I bring 
you into the country, you leave me lick. ſneak 
away, and here I find you like Nero at Rome; | 
X raſping your cremona, Explain, what brings you 
all in black; if anybody's deceaſed, why do you 
celebrate the funeral rites with feaſting and fid- 
dling? and if nobody's dead, why, change my 
dove-houſe into a rookery ? (NaPkin Put. his © 
handkerchief to bis eyes.) Gh, then there is ſome- 
body—who is it —Eh! who? tell me- VER 

ation! an't I to know? —'Stlood | are K to. - 


die in my houſe, and I the maſter, an not be 

told! i 
Nap. What, or who ſhall I ſay ? (ofide.). eng 3 
| Coe. What am I to think of al this? x 


* the £4 # f 

c 4 n 
o * — 3 

| A b 


* 
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' Nap. Why, Sir, from * us all in 22 
yoo" re to—think—that 

Coc. What? 
— Nap. That we're in mourning. 

Coc. But for whom It cah't be my friend 
Mrs. Camomile?—My nephew Frank?—Oh Lord! 


it ſhould be Miſs Belinda No, no; they 


wou'da't fiddle and dance for them. I Hut be 
for ſomebody for whom ceremony demands the 
outward ſhews of ſorrow ; but nobody cares w 
ther they li Now, there is one be- 


| loved perſon—that I don't care a farthing for 


(aide). Yet I leſt her fo well ſee they're afraid 
to ſhock me—Napkin, is it—is it? — (NaPRKIx 


Spakes bis head.) It is my—my—wi—wi—wife! 


(Exit NAPKIN ſlowly.) Tis ſo! His e is a fu- 


_ neral oration—Oh, my dear wife ! 


Enter Toir, ſorvering as if cold. 


Joey. Oh, oh! It be a bitter * night; my 
hands are ſtone. 
Coc. Are you petrified? I wiſh you were. I'd 
put you on a bracket in my muſuem. | 
Jocy. But, Sir, here we come home, find all our 
ſarvants in mourning ; and when I aſks for whom, 
they ſhakes their heads, and walk away. 
Coc. Joey, it's for—your miſtreſs, 
Joey. My lady dead! Lawk, how ſudden. — 
believe now | ought to cry (aſide, lifts up the ſkirts 
of his coat, and watches CockLETOP) 
Gor. the gentle friend and companion of my 
youth ! (weeps.) 
Joey. Yes, I ſhou'd cry of de). Oh! 
Joe: The beft of wives! (. 9 ) Joe 
vey. 
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Joey. The kindeſt miſtreſs! (imitating. ) 
Coc. (recovering.) Yet my ſervants rejoicing = 
ſhews how ill ſhe was beloved. 
Joey. Yes, Sir, I faid to myſelf when I com'd— 
Joey, ſaid I, you have got a good maſter, but a 
1 bad miſtreſs. 
Th - Coe. Stay, now I'm releafed from her extrava- 
gant vagaries—W hy, ſhe'd give as much for a 
little toilet patch box, ay, as would purchaſe the _ 4 LY 
black letter palacg of Þleaſure—her week's hair VS; 
dreſſing would buy me Colly Cibber's Foppington 
wig Then her temper —— 


Joey. She was a wixen devil! , 
| y, that's-cke 
| tre] O (cries. 5 A 
1 oor Yottrouuas gellingeil Nr. 


Coc. With her lace-caps and her fripperies ; her 
private plays, her denouement and cataſtrophe. 
Joey. If I didn't ſuſpect ſhe played in private 
with that Mr. Denemong behind the tapeſtry! 
Coc. I've no right to be fo ſad. 
Foey. Yes, Sir, we mun be glad—Ha, ha, ha! 
He, he, he! 
Coc. The funeral over, I'll do what I've long 
viſh'd convert her dreſſing- room into my mu- 


ſeum! SO 
Je. Her dreſſing- room woyld make me mg) A 


ake you ph e bed- 


* 


b * 
7 #. 9 


| 3, 88. but indeed oy Ha wie * 5 
| old and r ſty—you ſhou —— an eniſte new hs 4 5 
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Coc. The room has an eaſt Apes the windows 
face Athens, though diſgraced now by Cockſpur 
perfumery and F leet-ſtreet japanery—l' |] remove 
her things out of it. 

Joey. Certainly, Sir; kick them down Rairs— 

An't you man of the houſe ? 

Coc. Il am. You're but a boy—but I ſee you” ve 
pf PTY. me to her dreſſing-room. 

1.5 Sir—Hem ! [ Exeunt, 
oem ./ 


CKLETOP and NAN, in mourning. 


— 111 


Mrs. Coc. 2 room, every article of furniture 
only reminds me of my dear man! My beloved 
Frank's ill-timed mirth does not correſpond with 
his haſte in getting every body into mourning; 
but indeed me huſband was never an uncle 
to hin. e by 
1 228 Mata „ you look ſo well in your 


ds. | 
Mrs. Coc. Do I? 

Nan. Why, your Ladyſhip's arm 1 the black 
Neeve looks like the white leg of a fine fowl. 

Mrs. Coe. Though I revere the memory of my 
late huſband, yet bis ridiculous paſſion for ſhells, 
foſſils, and antique nonſenſe was got to ſuch an in- 
tolerable height, | was determined that on the firſt 
opportunity I'd fling his rubbiſh out of the houſe, 
and now ['ll do it—it's a good large room, and I 
think taſtily fitted —*rwill make me a moſt beautiful 
little Theatre—the thought charms—but, alas! 

my charmer is no more I-III inſtantly go up and 
throw all his old coppers and crocodiles out of the 
window—his muſeum (as he calls it) is a moſt hor- 
rid place; but | will have it cleared out. Come. 
Nan, Yes, an't pleaſe you, Ma'am, [¶Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Joey, with band-boxes, toilet furniture, &c. 


zy. Ho, ho, ho! Now if our miſtreſs could 
We. $4. her head out of her coffin and fee what a fine 
rummage we have made among her fal de rals, 
trinketies, and ginglebobs (rates a a ſmall phial out of 
a dreſſing box and reads labels) —** C--0--$--COg— 
m--e--t--met—i--c--ic Lotion for the face.” 
(taſtes it) Feace! Eh! this is a good notion for 
the ſtomach! Choice cordial ! the very thing that I 
wanted this cold night to warm my gay little heart 
(puts it into bis pocket), My miſtreſs was fond of 
ſilken geer, I wonder now how ſhe's contented 
with a ſhroud—they lay what people {et their hearts 
upon in this world runs ſo much in their heads, 
that, even in t'other they can't reſt if ſuch things 
ſhould be diſturbed, Meaſter ſays he'll give theſe 
to the flames I'll aſk him to give them to my 
flame, pretty Nan. If ſhe gets this here cap upon 
her pate, and our Jady miſtreſs was to come ſtalking 
In with a candle in her dead hand "4-208 


Re-enter Mrs. CocxlEror with a candle. 


And then fays Nan, with a trembling voice— 
« Who's there?“ (not perceiving her. ) | 
| Mrs. Coc. Don't be afraid, Joey, it's only me. 

Joey Marcy on us! (trembling. ) > 
Mrs. Coc. Heavens! who has pulled. my rhings 
about in this way? (/eeing them.) 
\  Foey. Now the devil was in our maſter that he 
could not let'n bide (2 de). I thoughts we ſhould : 

have her up. 
Mrs. Coc. Who did it? | 
Jcey. Will it quiet your poor ſoul | ?. baue and 


e ) 


8 We 
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Mrs, Coc. Bid Nan make haſte PRES to me. 

Foey.. Then ſhe's—( points. down.) Ah, thoſe 
ladies lead fuch rory tory lives (afide). + 

Mrs. Coc. Nan! (ns: ) 

Joey. Don't hurt Nan, I'll go for the parſon. 


[ Exit terrified, 
Mrs. Coc. Parſon | then my intentions to marry 


Frank are already known e the ſervants. 


| Ente Nax Wifh various El ies, , which foe a 
| Hes on the tablg. 


an. Hęre, Ma'am, I'vg/ got a rare bu 
qui-quackities! Lord Lord! Mia 
cpuld bgwitch our maſts to heap up ſu 
{ lungber ? | 
H. Coe. Rubbi indeed! A jſt of moths 
ang ſpiders !—Ah! kt them be af thrown c 

but F'1I ſee how FTlounce dare to let my room be 
Jon ranſacked | in this manner. [ Exit in a paſſion. 
r Rix ol _ bealy ſuppoſe 


maſter's pA re don't ſeen as if it Was A dow 
directly at ri>(/ooking at a portray over the chimney) 
Thovgh g and, this 1 is a oy diſmal room. | 


Babe Co LETOP. 
Co Belinda here hy 4 «Hb tol 


to ififory ber of my in 


Nov airy vromoge her og ro 
Aof being the treaſury of my antigu 
would come to | P me to remo 


, 


Re on ' theſe ſhabby WP 
Not » prized it ſo muth for ge 
he had ſomething good. 
fond of Hidiog money in hol 
if herg&/18n't ( <a By a 
look-down ſo ſharp ; 
| though I get a doe 


Gave a peep 


We 515 pen 


ingdbe box CogtLETQE 
tes GgckLigroe, forick 


Kpetticoar thief 


Coc. N moſt ſacrilegio 
La 


1 


[Ex after her. 


SCENE IV. and loft. 3 apartment, a 2 
| | ered with a green cloth. 
32 covered with a green clo ed 


— Enter Jokv with a candle, gerrifitl. 


Joey. I've left the parſon in the room 7 Parts 

frightened) —Who's here Burt he inſiſts it be auld 

| maſter that's dead, the good gentleman that juſt __ 
now with me for Madam's death cried fo fine, all © 
alive and merry! but this ſtupid miniſter won't be- 
lieve it; ſo if he meets her there and her ſpiric's ſtill 
diſturbed about her rumplified caps, ſhe'll claw him 
for certain. I know nought where maſter's got, and 
the ſarvants ſeem all run to hide can't find Nan; 
I would we were both ſafe again in the country 
Well, I've ſaved this drop of cordial—Who's you? 
Heaven defend us! Oh—ſhe is come again! I 
have no hope now but my bottle and this table (puts 
out the , gets bebind, and then under the table). 


Fg 


Enter Mrs. CocklLETor. : 


1 Coc. Frank ! this is the room I deſired Mrs, 
Camomile to bid him meet in, and here he comes 
. \ this 


* 
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this way, Frank | (calling off in @ low voice.) I'm 
glad there's no light though to diſcover my bluſhes 
at the open declaration I muſt make him. 


Enter CockLETOP. 


Cc. As dark as an Egyptian catacomb— Belinda 
venturing to town muſt be on the report of her aunt's 
death and if Hearty has told her— III ſpeak to her, 
here 

Mrs. Coc. Are you there? (in un under tone.) 

Coc. Yes, tis ſhe—] wiſh we ha af] ioht—where 
are you? (in a low voice.) 1 #11 1 aiv ec Jr 2 
Mrs. Coc. Eh! When I bury Mr. Cockletop— 
Coc. Bury me! (afide ) No. my dear, it's for 
you—['m 2 make a mummy 7g _ Cockletop— 


7 ome A — 180 8 * * 
ve! W +, b CM Cocke- 


2 2 


2 Coc. Angels and . it's the ohoſt 
of my huſband come to upbraid me !-—Oh, much 
wrong'd ſpouſe ! 

Coc. Spouſe ! it's the fpirit of my wife—Oh, 
Lord !—oh, great —injured goblin * (they fall on 
their knees oppoſite f ſides.) 

Joey (from under the 1 Here s the parſorf ; 
ſlriving to lay my miſtreſs, — {he'll ſurely tear his 
head off —Eh! why! it's my poor deapemaſter ! 
Help! Murder! 


Enter Mrs. CAaMoMILE, OE 


Mrs. Cam. Eh! what's the matter here ? 
Jeey. My Lady's ghoſt tearing auld maſter to 
Pieces (Thing haſtily, overſets the table and runs 1s off, N, 


Cec, 


Mrs. Cec. Mr. Cockletop alive! 
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| Coc. My wife not dead! 
Frank. Uncle, you promiſed that when proved 
to be deceived in antiquities Belinda ſhould be 
mine (/peaks in his feigned voice). Now, Zur, 
beſides the fifty pounds, give her to poor Taunton 
Dean. lache 7 81 Garn RT JJ eona 9 
Coc. Was't you? — Take her -I was a wiſe man 
till my brain got love coddled; fo, my dear, let's 
forgive Frank and Belinda, and forget our own fol- 


| lies. 

22 . Sir, and transfer your paſſion for 
ancient virtu to the encouragement of modern 

genius. Had not Rome-and Athens cheriſhed the 


arts of their times, they'd have left no antiquities 
now for us to admire. 


Bel. Why rake for gems the aſhes of the dead, 
| And ſee the living Artiſt pine for bread ? 
Frank, Give 

While you live: 

Heirs who find caſh in corners, 


Will at your funeral make right Merry 
Mourners. 


THE END. 
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